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LETTER FROM JULIANA TO A FRIEND. 


Dear Sir—In my last letter, it would seem both to 
you and myself, that the period of our communication 
closed with the last adieu, but yours demands a return, 
and while you are detained by contrary winds, perhaps 
I ought, and believe me, my dear friend, I do not feel any 
disinclination to comply with so reasonable a request 
as that of returning an answer; but if you take al! my 
letters with you, as you propose for another reading, 
will they not sometimes interfere with the time and at- 
tention due to your friends on board, especially M :— 
who calculates high upon those social hours which 
makes “all seasons and their changes seem alike °” 
Pardon my vanity—but recollect who inspired it—who 
fostered the little plant till its broad foliage almost sha- 
ded the native virtues of a mind whose highest delight 
was in forming itself with that unzon with human excel- 
lence, that combination of all moral perfection that was 
never exceeded and very seldom attained. Vanity 
alas, is not an exotick, but “ grows with our growth, 
and strengthens with our strength.” 
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i am really glad M is going with you—jis tal- 
ents and the suavity of his manners will render your 
voyage much more agreeable ; I believe he is capable 
of conversing on any subject, and shall I not hope that 
the most sublime, the most important of all subjects, 
the revealed will of God, will sometimes engage your 
attention >—QO how soon will you be on the list of 


“ The bold adventurers on the stormy breast 
Of ocean ! tenants of the watery world, who 
Mark in the mighty waste of seas and skies 
Magnificence divine. At his command 

The swift wind sweeps the billows, up they rise 
Infuriate to the vault of heaven—then down 
Precipitately steep, disparting o’er 

The vast abyss voracious—Ah where then 

Weak mariners your hopes? Then the heart faints 
From side to side they run, they reel, they fall 
Inebriate with confusion—nought remains 

But trembling prayer—The last appeal to heaven 
Nor vain the last appeal —already see 

The rapid storm subsides, and the waves sleep. 
Alert within the merry sailor’s heart, 

Springs hope. And soon he hails the welcome port. 
O for the spirit of exalted praise 

To blazon high those acts of power divine 

Those boundless mercies that embrace mankind : 
Let man forever wake the grateful strain, 

The sacrifice of reason ; ever sing 

His maker’s works, and triumph in the song.” 


Ah! you would not again write the closing sentence 
of your letter if you could see my heart. Compared with 
you, mankind are fleeting shadows in whom I have but 
little interest, and however they may shine in their res- 
pective stations they can reflect but little light on my 
darkened sky. 

When you was the foundation of my earthly hope, 
life was one perennial spring. O do not—I beseech 
you, do not doubt my word, | lay my sacrifice upon the 
altar of truth, and should sink if | were not supported by 
the all powerful principle of conscious rectitude. 

Believe dear sir, how great soever the sacrifice which 
is made to the divine commands, even though it were 
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the * cutting off'a right hand or putting out a right eye” 
it is rewarded with that peace which the world can nei- 


ther give nor take away.”. ‘The wayward passions of 


the heart, the wild disorder of the mind, the dread dis- 
tress of a mind overwhelmed with sorrow, the parting 
pang of tenderest friendship. yield as readily as the 
stormy ocean to the word of divine command. When He 
says, “ Peace be still, ” a solemn calm ensues, it is the 
soothing voice of mercy, the Almighty power of divine 
love, and the complete fulfilment of the divine prom- 
ise, “ all things shall work together for good to them 
that love God.” Though rebel nature often subscribes 
to the mistaken Patriarch’s opinions, and thinks «all 
these things are against me.” This, my dear Sir, is the 
triumph of the Christian Religion, the only system that 
ever had the transforming power of turning “ darkness 
into light,” of giving “ the oilofjoy for mourning, the gar- 
ment of praise for the spirit of heaviness.” ‘Tis an an- 
ticipant of heaven to reflect upon a superintending, 


over-ruling Providence, to feel ourselves the objects of 


his care, our guide by day, our guard by night, to real- 
ize that he orders all events, in mercy. Ah! but for 
this | could not have suppressed the sigh that rose this 
moment in my rebel heart.* * * * * * 

The concert was very satisfactory, I understand, fond 
as I am of musick I had not any inclination to go, and 
soon as 





- “ Twilight grey, 
In sober livery had all things clad”’ 


[retired to my chamber which has a very command- 
ing appearance of the ocean, which was “calm as a 
summer’s sea” and the sails of ———— not moved by a 
single breeze, 1 could not help contrasting the hour 
with that in which the anchor should be hoisted, and 
sails unfurled, and winds and waves waft from dear 
friends and connexions, the inmates of their houses, the 
objects of their affection, their heart’s best treasure ; 

the roaring winds. the boisterons waves, the rmncreasing 
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distance rose with appalling horrour to my view, bui | 
recollected who held the winds in the hollow of lis 
hand and the voice that could silence the wild uproar 
and say to the proud waves, “ hitherto shalt thou come 
and no farther ;” but with great difficulty could | refrain 
from adopting the language of the poet: 


** Oh wherefore shouldst thou trust the awful deep, 
Distract my soul and give me cause to weep ; 
To hardy seamen leave that dcubtful state 

Nor trust the winds with my impending fate. 
Methinks | see, for lovers always fear 

To lose the object which they hold most dear 
Methinks I see the vessel mount on high, 

The trembling topmast blending with the sky ; 
Now down she sinks, 1:mmere’d inthe profound 
And watery mountains form the prospect round 
A sudden parick fills the sailor’s mind, 

Who succour seeks, but seeks in vain to find, 
Reeis to and fro o’erwhelmed with their fear, 
And like a drunkard staggers here and there ; 
One rope half pull’d to the other rope he goes, 
Nor which to take nor which to leave he knows 
All help seems vain—vain all the help of man, 
The last effort.—Tis only God that can ; 

Tis then I see thee bold amidst the storm, 

With unmoved countenance and majestick form, 
Humbly, yet firmly thou implor’st thy God, 

He hears—the waves are silenc’d at his nod.” 


O that the two last lines were applicable to vou— 


that you knew by sweet experience, the efficacy of 


prayer. Was my friend never.in peril by land or on 
the great deep? Did you not then rec ollect that only 
onetervent petition saved a whole ship’s company ° 
When “ the waters had nearly overwhelmed you and 
the stream had nearly gone ‘over your soul” did “ the 
silent monitor forget its office, or did proud reason 
refuse to listen to her kind suggestions °” 

Be hush’d, ye high winds, and, ye rolling tides, flow 
sweetly on, “ ye glittering stars, shine to your maker’: 
praise ; praise — sun and moon ; praise him all y« 
stars of light—* ‘They that go down to the sea in ships. 
and do business in great waters; these seo the works 
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of the Lord, and bis wonders in the deep, for he com- 
mandeth and raiseth the stormy wind, which lifteth up 
the waves thereof. They. mount up to heaven, they 
go down again to the depths; their soul is melted be- 
cause of trouble. They reel to and tro and stagger 
like a drunken man, and are at their wit’s end. Zhen 
they cry unto the Lord in their trouble, aud He bringeth 
them out of their distresses. He maketh the storm a 


calm, so that the waves thereof are still, then are they - 


glad because they be quiet; so he bringeth them unto 
their desired haven. O that men would praise the Lord 
for his goodness, and for his wonderful w orks, to the 
children of men. Let them exalt him also in the con- 
gregation of the people, and praise him in the assembly 
of the elders. 


‘‘O for the spirit of exalted praise, 

To blazon high those acts of power divine, 
Those boundless mercies that embrace mankind, 
Let man forever wake the grateful strain, 

The sacrifice of reason ; ever sing, 

His maker’s works, and triumph in the song.”’ 


I am much gratified by the additions you have made to 
your library. Every writer that judiciously points to the 
+ author and finisher ofthe christian faith” is a star that 
directs the wise to heaven, a telescope that aids the 
mind to see in part the urveiled glories of him whom 
angels adore. Shall I once more tell you that it is not 
the least of my consolations that you have promised to 
read the invaluable scriptures of truth again in their 
original language ? What a privilege ! to read the word, 
the revealed will of God free from mistranslation. Hope, 
that sweet harbinger of peace, shall gild the sacred pa- 
ges as I read them, and in their heavenly promises I 
shall find rest ; Yes—{ will hope a ray celestial from 
the fountain of light and love will point with divine en- 
ergy their sublime and sacred truths to your heart.— 
Ah! mystery unfathomable, that minds so congenial, 
hearts so im unison, so perfectly accordant on every 
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subject that relates to earth, should be so completely 
opposite on every subject that relates to heaven ! 

Your systen: of philosophy however excellent, will 
ebb with the tide of life; it has no base or founda- 
tion on which the zmmortal mind can rest. The hope that 
increases in brightness to the perfect day and receives 
its glorious consummation in eternity must be found- 
ed on the * Rock of ages”—O my friend, is your high 
endowments, your exalted understanding to shine only 
through life’s short day? Is there a possibility that you 
will be excluded the divine presence and never, nev- 
er associate with angels and the millions of the redeem- 
ed ? O think with intensity of application to the subject, 
what may be the result of your opinions ; look with 
steady eye into eternity, having well considered him of 
whom the prophets did write. O! how freely and 
how fully could I write to you on the christian dispen- 
sation, and the cheering hopes of a glorious immortali- 
ty; notwithstanding I have written and said so much, 
but it is too late—the hour of separation draws near. 

I have been faithful—and you, my friend, haye list- 
ened to my arguments with flattering attention. ‘Tho’ 
they have ‘thus far proved unsuecessful, I shall not for- 
get to make the appeal, where power is omnipotent, wis- 
dom infinite, and love unbounded, to Him who “has the 
hearts of all men in his hands, and can turn them as 
the rivers of water are turned.” 

May the banner of divine love cover your ships, and 
shield. your valuable life as you pass the trackless 
ocean—may no desolating storm darken your horizon 
——may the glorious sun-beam enlighten and enliven 
your days, and the moon’s milder radiance, reflecting 
on the wide expanse of waters, fill your heart with sa- 
cred love to the author of such great and unmerited 
blessings. 

Perhaps, Sun and Moon will both remind you of 
happy hours—bours of reading, hours of walking, and 
hours of conversation, with their three-fold blessings ; 
the pleasing anticipations; the near and precious real- 
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ily and sweet! recollection—hours fraught with all the 
rich blessings of tenderest friendship of ‘mutual love. 
Dearest Friend—Be just to yourself!—Consider the 
Divine character; his claims upon you as a rational, 
intelligent being—your obligations to adore and serve 
him.—Measure time with eternity, and compare life’s 
dearest hopes with the hopes of a glorious immortality. 
Already have we found the former shading the morn- 
ing of our existence with the dense cloud of disap- 
ointment, and “piercing our souls with many sor- 
rows.” ‘The latter is not subject to the contingencies 
of time, but swallows all—all the cares and anxiety of 


this changing scene, and point to that exalted state of 


glory, honour and immortality, for which man was made. 

“In this glorious hope the Christian buries every 
anxious thought. ©, may it be your leading star, and 
finally conduct you tothe Mighty God; the Everlast- 
ing Father; the Prince of Peace.” 

And, now, dearest friend, am [ bidding you a last, 
last farewell! Am I consigning you almost to earth’s 
remotest bounds. Am|I but nature faints. The 
sacrifice is great, but the duty is imperious. Per- 
fection of human excellence, farewell. Tears of an- 
guish flow as the pen traces the last adieu. Ah! never 
shall the pen that writes the heart-rending sentence be 
ever used in any other employment, f will commit it to 
the flames, or wrap it as a sacred relick in an unsul- 
lied paper, spotless as your fame. 

Believe me (for! can add but little more) that while 
memory holds her place in this devoted heart, your 
name will in some way or other stand connected with 
every circumstance in life; especially as the dear sub- 
ject of prayer, of sacred hope. At this you smile; and 
say, dear girl, and the words delusion, enthusiasm, &c. 
occurs to you; but O, consider my ideas of duty to my 
heavenly parent, to myself, and realize, if you can. 
whether I could voluntarily risque my title to endiess 
felicity for the ever terminating pleasures of life’s short 
reign. 























































328 


If *tis anguish of soul to sever the cord of union that 
binds us, it would to me be agony insupportabie to 
disregard the commands of my maker, perhaps | might be 
left to “ give up my religion and abandon christianity ; 
and what am | to have im exchange? Shall I despise 
that knowledge which enlightens and refines my mind ; 
shall | renounce that divine pleasure | have in the 
contemplation of the wisdom and mercy of God, in the 
redemption of mankind by Jesus Christ? Shall | ex- 
tinguish that fire of devotion which purifies my heart 
from the dross of corruption ? Woyld you have me 
give up my trust in God, which reconciles me to all the 
events of life, as wisely designed for my good ? Would 
you have me give up my hope i in death, my transport- 
ing prospect of immortal blessedness? Aud shall [ ban- 
ish myself from the Paradise of God, to wander in the 
dark and dismal wilds of scepticism and infidelity ?” 
This might, and probably would be, the dread result: 
for, as | ‘observed ina former letter who does not know 
the contagion of example, and how easily we assimi- 
late to those we love ? 


O, with what rapture have | heard you dwell on the 
blessings of liberty—and with the excellent Hervey 


exclaim, “ Liberty, thou dearest of names! while the 


divine sentence (which flowed from his lips * who 
spake as never man spake,” If the Son shall make you 
free, you shall be free indeed, passed almost unno. 
ticed. 

May this be the happy era in which you will find 

erfect liberty. No longer bound by the strong chain 

of false philosophy, not held in doubt by subtle or de- 
ceitful sophistry, nor wholly “ leaning to your own under- 
standing.” Search the scriptures,” listen to the voice 
of conscience, of nature, take the glimmering light of 
reason to the sacred fire at the altar of Jehovah, the glo- 
rious light of divine revelation by which alone you can 
obtain “ the glorious liberty of the children of God.” 

«O liberty, thou dearest of names” on earth, and 
when conferred by its divine author with the grant of 
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immortal duration to man, most exalted in heaven. 
May its unextinguishable light pervade your heart 
through endless ages, and its sacred fire enkindle that 
heavenly disposition which delights to ‘ascribe unto 
God the honour due to his name. 

I have devoted all of the little space allowed me in 
writing to you—indeed I could nct attend to any thing 
else. Let the sacrifice I make afford you the strongest 
convictions that the principles that dictated it are 
founded on eternal truth, and though the last farewell 
almost obliterates creation from my view, my con- 
science approbates it, and makes the appeal to my 
heart, if it is so great a source of anxiety to know that 
you “ have chosen darkness rather than light” that you 
stand on the list of those “ whom the god of this worid 
hath blinded, who believe not lest the light of the gio- 
rious gospel of Christ, who is the image of God, should 
shine unto them,,’ what would it be to see you living 
under the dazly influence of such contagious and fatal 
errour? Dearest friend, farewell, JULIANA. 

Remember me most affectionately to your dear 
friends in S———d, tell them there was a time when I 
hoped for their parental, their fraternal blessing. 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR OF THE LADIES’ MAGAZINE. 


Madam—W ith satisfaction | observed a notice of the 
“ Ladies’ Magazine” in a late E. Spect. Much indeed 
might be said of the neceSsity of such a medium of com- 
munication with all ranks of the female world. If it 
can be properly conducted, I know of no publication 
which has a fairer prospect of literary and religious 
usefulness: and no one which has a fairer prospect of 
becoming a great and pure fountain, which shall long 
continue to send its widening streams of happiness 
through every domestic and social circle of our land. 
It may be brought to bear powerfully on the very foun- 
dations of human enjoyment; since all that tends to 
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strengthen the virtues, add to the graces, remove the 
erroneous ideas and wrong conceptions of the one sex, 
can never be viewed by the thinking, the candid and 
sensible of the other, with any ordinary emotions of 
pleasure. ‘To tell the full force of all those reasons 
which call for such a work as that which you have 
proposed, to the pubiic,it would be necessary to take 
a view of the whole amountof female influence upon 
the world. But to inquire into the positive and com- 
parative influence of a character so complicated, would 
be a task to which I have quite as little disposition as 
ability; yet I feel that | hazard nothing when | say, that to 
us, there belongs in a pre-eminent degree a delicacy 
of taste and a feeling, benevolentheart. ‘To the pious 
sympathies of our nature the religious journals of the 
present day have borne the most ample testimony ; 
but this isa day in which feeling is united with action— 
in which are put forth those efforts of which humanity 
and religion had before thought themselves incapable; 
and consequent events are taking place of such tre- 
mendous magnitude as astonishes, and with a rapidity 
which would seem, rather than any thing else, like the 
unreal mockery of the stage. 
But our most powerful influence, 


Is as sijent and unseen 

As the noiseless forest streau. 
Or breath upon the ocean, 
That’s calm without commotion. 


Time will not permit me to look at it in its various, 
nor hardly in one situation. It is duty which ne- 
cessarily devolves upon some of us from our relations, 
to give the earliest and deepest impressions to young 
minds—here our influence is most lasting and moment- 
ous. I will not tell how often the pious and prayerful 
instructions of the nursery have spoken in the most 
persuasive and awful language of warning to him, who, 
without examination, dares throw off what he chooses 
to term the shackles of early prejudice. Nor will I 
say how often such instructions, thoagh by determina- 
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tion banished from the mind, have been brought back 
by a faithful memory to throw a dark cloud over the 
asure and damp the ardour of every worldly pur- 
suit. ‘Though none other hears, yet he hears the ad- 
monitions of conscience, which remind him of the tears 
and the supplications of earlier days; it calls after him 
as he proceeds step by step from duty and from heav- 
en—and till he is engulfed in the untiring whirl of 
earthly employments it continues to whisper less and 
less faintly, beware, deware. But sach early instruc- 
tions have not always been thus ineffectual; no, mul- 
titudes can bear testimony to their most powerful and 
salutary influence. What was it but the tender, pious, 
and faithful instructions of a female, which so very 
early prepared the foundation on which Dr. Dwight 
has raised such a glorious structure of moral beauty 
and pre-eminence ? And what but the similar labour 
of a female, prepared Durant to go down, with such 
intellectual and morai splendour to an early and la- 
mented tomb? But such examples are too numerous to 
justify enumeration. As every effort to raise the stan- 
dard of mental attainment, to chasten the natural and 
improve the religious sympathies of the female heart, 
has so great and so salutary an influence on the high- 
est interests of general happiness, all must wish you 
success. But a female editor being rather a singular 
phenomenon in this day of singular events, you must 
expect to encounter the prejudices of some; yet the 
good wishes of many and the religious principle which 
led you to commence will enable you to move “ for- 
ward” in your design. And cannot, will not many fe- 
male friends come forward with a heart to assist in 
this noble work ? Will not those who enjoy literary 
advantages, and elegant leisure, throw the productions 
of their pen into the pages of the Ladies’ Magazine, 
that it may become a great reservoir, whose streams 
full and fertilizing may continue to flow out on all ?— 
Though we are not Hannah Mores, or Madam De 
Staels, yet as we are not exposed to the unpleasant 
thought of publicity, shall not some vir'ous, some 
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generous effort be made to do away the too prevalent 
notions of the day ?—shall no endeavour be made to 
convince the world that we not only have hearts stis- 
ceptible of the tenderest natural and moral feelings, 
but that we have also minds capable of af least some 

ood degree of intellectual attainment? How long 
shall this continue to be too true, that men of every 
profession, from the lover of letters to the unlettered 
man, seldom or never throw themselves into our com- 
pany but when they wish merely for relaxation and 
amusement? How long shall they entertain at least 
the practical notion that in our presence they are au- 
thorized to talk either nonsense or nothing; and we, 
when we introduce a profitable subject, hear but a few 
words and then are tortured with a change of conver- 
sation? But this state of things cannot always contin- 
ue; and I feel a confidence, yes, the fullest confidence, 
_ that: many will assist you, by their countenances and 
their pens, to promote the cause of personal piety and 
the high objects of religion —My expectations at pres- 
ent are as high asare my hopes, and may neither ever 
be disappointed or lowered by an exhibition of the in- 


fluence of the Ladies’ Magazine on the public mind. 
Maria. 





LETTER FROM A LADY TO HER DAUGHTER. 


Before this can reach you the hand that writes it, 
and the heart that dictates, shall be mouldering in 
the grave. I mean it to supply some cautions which 
I should think it my duty to deliver to you should I 
live to see ycu a wife. ! 

The precepts it contains you have often heard me 
inculcate, but | know that general observations on a 
possible event aave less force than those which apply 
to our immediate condition. In the fate of a woman, 
Marriage is the most important crisis. It fixes her in 
a state of all others the most happy, or the most 
wretched, and though mere precept can do but little 
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in ay case, yet there is a natural propensity to try 
its efficacy in all. She who writes this paper has 
been a wife and a mother. “he experience of the 
one, and the anxiety of the other, prompts her instruc- 
tion; and she bas been too happy in both characters 
to have much doubt of their truth, or fear of their re- 
ception. Sweetness of temper, affection to a husband, 
and attention to his interest, constitute the duties of a 
wife, and form the basis of matrimonial felicity; these 
are indeed the texts from which every rule for attain- 
ing this felicity is drawn. 

The charms of beauty and the brilliancy of wit, 
though they may captivate in the friend, will not long 
dehght in the wife. They will shorten their own tran- 
sitory reign; if, as | have seen in many wives, they 
shine more for the attraction of every body else, than 
of their husbands. Let the pleasing of that one per- 
son be a thought never absent from your conduct. If 
he loves you as you would wish, he will bleed at heart 
if he should suppose it fora moment withdrawn. If 
he does not, his pride will supply the place of love, 
and his resentment that of suffering. Never consider 
as a trifle what may tend to please him—the great ar- 
ticles of duty he will set down as his own, but the lesser 
attentions he will mark as favours, and trast me, for I 
have experienced it, there is no feeling more delight- 
ful to one’s self than that of turning those little things 
to so precious a use. 

If you marry a man of a certain sort, such as the 
romance of young minds generally paints for a hus- 
band, you will deride the supposition of any possible 
decrease in the ardour of your affections; but wed- 
lock, in its happiest state, is not exempted from the 
common fate of all sublunary blessings. There is ev- 
er a delusion in hope, which cannot abide with posses- 
sion. The rapture of extravagant love will evapor- 
ate and waste; the conduct of the wife must substitute 
other regards as delicate, and more lasting; | say the 
conduct of the wife; for marriage, be a husband what 
he may, reverses the prerogative of sex; his, will ex- 
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pect to be pleased, and ours must be seduluos to 

lease. ‘This privilege a good man may wave—he 
will feel it however due, and third persons will have 
penetration enough to see, and may have malice to re- 
mark, the want of it in his wife. He must be a hus- 
band unworthy of you who could bear the degradation 
of suffering this in silence: the idea of power, on either 
side, must be totally banished from the system; it is not 
sufficient that the husband should never have occasion 
to regret the want of it, the wife should so behave that 
he may never be conscious of possessing it. But, my 
daughter, if a mother’s fondness deceives me not, 
stands not much in need of cavtions like these. I can- 
not allow myself the idea of her wedding a man on 
whom she would not be dependent, or whose inclina- 
tions a temper like hers would desire to control; she 
will be more in danger from that softness, and sensi- 
bility of soul, which will yield perhaps too much for 
the Fete mt of both. The office of a wife includes 
the exertions of a friend; a good one must strengthen 
and support that weakness which a bad one would en- 
deavour to overcome. ‘There are situations where it 
would not. be enough to love, cherish and obey; she 
must teach her husband to be at peace with himself, 
to be reconciled to the world, to resist misfortune, to 
conquer adversity. 

Alas, my child, | am here an instructress but too 
well skilled ; the tears with which this paper is soiled 
fell not in the presence of your father, though now they 
but trace the remembrance of what then it was my 
lot to feel. 

Think it not impossible to restrain your feelings, be- 
cause they are strong. The enthusiasm of feeling will 
sometimes overcome distresses, which the cold heart 
of prudence had been unable to endure. But misfor- 
tune is not always misery; 1 have known this truth, I 
am proud to believe that J have sometimes taught it 
to R. Thanks to that power whose decrees | rever- 
ence. We always tempered the anguish of our suffer- 
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ings ’till there was a sort of luxury in feeling them— 
Then is the triumph of wedded love. 

The tie which binds the happy may be dear, but 
that which links the unfortunate is tenderness unutteré 


able. Z. D. R. 


The character of a young Lady about twenty-three years of 


age—By a Missionary, in a Letter to his daughter. 


Her parents, with whom she still lives, are not reli- 
gious; yet she honours and obeys them agreeably to 
the word of God. Her whole time and talents ap- 
pear to be devoted to the service of God. She rises 
early in the morning and drives her business, so that 
by two or three o’clock she has gained time to read 
and write, visit the sick, or attend a religious meeting. 
The Bible is her favourite study. She reads it with 
care and attention, and endeavours to understand and 
remember what she reads, she notes down those texts 
of scripture which prove the fundamental doctrines of 
the gospel, and reads them frequently, that she may 
be prepared to resist the attacks of the adversary.—— 
She is so well established in the truth, as that no infi- 
del or heretic can stagger her faith; she is not fond of 
controversy, but she cannot see the truth perverted 
and be silent. She doés not appear to be at all proud 
of her knowledge, nor does she get angry in a dispute ; 
she is respectiul, humble, and modest. She despises 
none but the vicious and profane. be they ever so poor 
and low in the world. The children of God are her 
chosen companions. She never speaks to the disad- 
vantage of any but through necessity. She does not 
appear to be the least disturbed with envy and jeal- 
ousy, or the speech of people. She takes care not to 
give occasion of offence, and then rests easy. One 
day she was strongly urged to make a visit where | 
happened to be. Thinking it might not be agreeable 
to some persons present, religious conversation was 
not mmedistely introduced: she appeared to be quite 
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out ofher element, and stepping to a library took down 
a book : upon divinity, and was immediately swallow- 
ed up in its contents. A gentleman present took some 
book out of his” pocket, and gave to one and another 
to read. She immediately put up her book, with a blush 
and a smile, and begged pardon for her rudeness. | 
was in pain that her delicate feelings should be so in- 
jured. A religious subject was then introduced, but 
it was found disagreeable toa few, and was soon drop- 

ed. She proposed that we should resume the sub- 
ject, or that we should all get our books. She appears 
to be capable of the most poignant repartee ; but is 
too much inclined to sobriety to mdulge a vein of wit, 
and rarely laughs so loud as to be heard. 

She has enemies, who envy her on account of the 
respect shewn her by the wise and good of her ac- 
quaintance; but she pities and prays for them. Some 
of her mates call her proud, and think that she despises 
them, because she will not go with them to the same 
excess of riot; and they speak evil of her. But she 
treats them in such a mild and gentle manner, that she 
frequently melts them into tears ; ; and they acknowl- 
edge their ill-grounded jealousy, and beg her forgive- 
ness. She 1s quite undisguised in her manners, and 
never appears to be discomposed through ignorance 


or childish bashfulness. She is at the greatest remove. 


from prudery on the one hand; and coquetry on the 
other. 

Gentlemen of the first political character have so- 
licited her hand. She is determined to marry enly in 
the Lord. She feels that Religion is the one thing 
needful; and means to make every thing she does sub- 
servient to the interest of the Redeemer’s Kingdom.— 
She would much rather sit at Jesus’ feet, and hear his 
words, than at the table of princes, or be empress of 
the Universe. The world has no charms for her. This 
is not because she is poor, and canuot obtain the world. 
She has a competency, but consecrates her gain and 
substance to him who gave it to her. She uses this 
world as notakusingit; dispersing abroad and giving 
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io Christ's poor. As she has opportunity, she does good 
to all. 

Christ’s friends, whom she has fed and clothed, will 
welcome her to join their company in everlasting hab- 
itation. What others count their gain, she counts her 
loss. Yea, doubtless, she counts all things but loss, 
for the excellency of the knowledge of Jesus Christ. 

Should any one present such a portrait of female 
excellence to her as the above, she would be pleased 
with it, without believing it to be her own. She ap- 
pears to have a great sense of her own vileness ; al- 
though her most intimate acquaintance can scarcely dis- 
cover the least defect in her, either in body or mind. 


She appears to have thoroughly digested that scheme — 


of religion commonly called the doctrines of grace ; 
and to have heartily embraced it from a conviction of 
its consistence with scripture. She is pleased with 
the image of Christ wherever she sees it. And though 
she cannot consider all as ministers who pretend to 
preach in Christ’s name; nor all as Christians, who pro- 
fess the Christian religion; yet she treats them with crvil- 
ity and proper respect. ‘Thus, my dear daughter, I have 
endeavoured to give you a true picture, drawn from the 
life of a person, “born and educated where her advan- 
tages for religious instruction have not been great.— 
She has stood almost alone, like Lot in Sodom, and 
stemmed the torrent of vice.—Her righteous soul has 
been vexed, from day to day, with the unsavoury 
conversation of the wicked. Her light has shined in 
a dark place, until the day has begun to dawn in the 
conversion of some souls to Jesus Christ. Such an ex- 
cellent example has great influence upon some of her 
acquaintance. 

Would to God the imperfect sketch I have hastily 
(though faithfully) drawn of her character, might have 
the same effect upon you. She possesses no mental 
qualifications which are beyond your reach. You 
doubtless have as good a natural genius, and the same 
Bible and divine Spirit to teach you, which she has 
had. 
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That you may equal, and, if possible, exceed her in 1 
every thing that is truly excellent, isthe sincere wish ‘ 

of Your ever loving father. 
{ 
é 
REMARKS ON HEARING REVIVALS OF RELIGION SPOKEN :. 4 
LIGHTLY OF. 


There are some people who speak of Religious Re- 
vivals, or awakenings, in a manner that neither does 
honour to their hearts, nor their understandings, “ Fro- 
zen formalists,” who exultingly say “ it only takes hold 
of weak minds, it cannot last long.” God grant that at 
the hour of death, and in the day of judgment, they may 
nat despairingly wish they had possessed that humih- 

, that weakness they despised, and lament that they 
a locied proud reason to the utter exclusion of divine 
revelation in their hearts, This class of human beings, 
beings of a moment, a minute, or a day, perhaps ; 
for the rising morning brings no promise of a clo- 
sing day, whose eternal destinies may be fixed ere the 
sun reaches its meridian; would do well to remember 
“ the sure words of prophecy,” and that the period of 
its fulfilment admits of no appeal, no gracious interces- 
sor, no advocate with the Father, fer the season. 

“« When nothing but compulsion was forborne,” when 
divine love and sacred mercy encompassed him on 
every side, beseeching him to be reconciled to God; 
when the time in which all that infinite wisdom could 
do for his salvation, consistent with his free agency. is gone 
forever.—In that eventful period, ‘ The lofty looks of 
man shall be humbled, and the haughtiness of men 
#hall be bowed down, and the Lord alone shall be ex- 
alted in that day.” 

He that prefers the dim light of nature, and the glim- 
mering spark of reason, to the full blaze of divine reve- 
Jation, has enveloped himself in the blackness of that 
darkness which constrains, and will doubtless constrain : 
him, through interminable ages most feelingly to ex- 
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claim, «O that I had kiown before it was for ever to 
late, the things that belong to my everlasting peace 
belore they were for ever hidden from mine eyes.” 

When we realize the momentous concerns of eterni- 
ty, and how soon the sacred fire of devotion is suppress- 
ed, if not wholly extinguished, it should teach us to be 
careful how we censure religious zeal. That there is 
zeal without knowledge f readily grant, and that it may 
be excited by sympathy. ‘The solemn prayer, the high- 
sounding praise, the direct appeal from the scriptures 
of truth to the heart and conscience, tend to awaken 
all the sensibilities of the mind, and under this excite- 
ment many a poor soul has thought “ the Sun of Right- 
eousness had risen upon him with healing in his wings,” 
when in truth it was only the temporary awakening of 
lis passions, or moral sensibility; for nosooner is the 
hour of devotion ended, than he turns back again to 
the “beggarly elements of the world.” But, ah! he 
cannot turn from the tribunal of God, however he may 
amuse himself in the broad road ;” it will inevitably 
lead him to the bar of judgment, and the tender mercy 
which has followed him with “line upon line, precept 
upon precept,” all the days of his life, will sigh as she 
gives her deluded victim in despair to the offended maj- 
esty of a just and righteous God. 

lt is also observed that too much time is spent in that 
delightful employment, in reading and hearing the 
words of eternal life. I believe if we spent more time 
in studying their sacred import, and the thingsthat make 
for our everlasting peace, we should soon silence the 
tongue of the licentious, and crimson with the deep 
blush of conscious guilt and shame, the countenances of 
those who with bold effrontery would dare to vilify our 
holy religion. For the good effect of sincere worship to 
our adorable Creator and devout study of his will would 
be so apparent that they would be compelled to think a 
divine power must’ pervade that system which could so 
transform its happy subjects as to make them, who 
were “ once darkness, children of light, and of the day.” 
Can it be wondered at, that the sinner, feeling this 
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mighty change, should want to spend much time m 
the house of prayer? Here he almost sees heaven open 
to his view, he realizes that it is au ordinance of divine 
appointing, that + faith cometh by hearing” and believes 
that the Lord loveth the gates of Zion more than all 
the dwellings of Jacob,” and blesses with his more im- 
mediate presence the means of his own ordaiming. All 
the powers and faculties of his mind are absorbed in the 
divine promises and threatenings of God’s holy word. 
By the promises, he is encouraged to hope; by the 
threateuings, he is aroused from the stupor of sin. Here 
he sees the banner of the cross unfurled, and grace tri- 
umphant; here he first felt renewed in the spirit of his 

mind, here commenced the blessed era of his conver- 
sion. Is his steady attendance one ‘day and evening 
in the week, and occasional opportunities, on the sanc- 
tuary, and to the appointed means of grace, too much 
for the hope set before him, which hope is as an an- 
chor to the soul, sure and steadfast ? 

Were ten-fold the zeal displayed in the pursuit of an 
earthly inheritance, how would it be commended, and 
the neglect of all inferiour things applauded. The be- 
liever has just put*on the “ Christian armour,” just 
taken the “shield of faith,” he has to “press for- 
ward to the mark of the prize of his high calling in 
Christ Jesus—he must grow in grace and in the knowl- 
edge of his Lord and Saviour;” this requires all the 
energies of his nature, all the ardour of his soul; this 
requires human, as well as divine aid, the union and com- 
munion of saints, or spiritual worshippers, that they 
may “build up one another in the most holy faith ;” 
that they may “stand fast in one spirit, with one mind, 
striving together for the faith of the gospel” till nature 
fails, and waiting angels watch the moment of their trans- 
lation to conduct them to their eternal inheritance be- 
yond the skies. The pursuit of the Christian never ends 
in disappointment; it is dat/y fed with the hope of that 
“ rest which remains for the people of God,” and view- 
ing by faith with holy transport the mansion his Saviour 
is preparing for him, “ that house not made with hands; 
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eiernal in ihe heavens, he goes on his way rejoicing.” 
With the Royai Penitent he can most emphatically 
say, * One day in thy courts is better than a thousand 
elsewhere; 1 had rather he a door-keeper in the house 
of my God, than to dwell in the tents of wickedness ; 
how amiable are thy tabernacles, O Lord of hosts—~ 
my soul longeth, yea even fainteth for the courts of the 
Lord; my heart and my flesh crieth out for the living 
God. As the heart panteth after the water brooks, so 
panteth my soul after thee, O God. My soul thirsteth 
for God, the living God: when shall | come and ap- 
pear before God? QO send out thy light and thy truth; 
let them lead me, let them bring me unto thy holy hill, and 
to thy tabernacle, then will I go unto the altar of God, unto 
God my exceeding joy —yea, upon the harp will I praise 
thee, O God, my God. For the Lord God is a sun 
and shield; the Lord will give grace and glory; no 
good thiag will be withheld from them that live up- 
rightly. O Lord of hosts, blessed is the man that trust- 
eth in thee.” : 

Not so are the pursuits of life, nor do they always 
obtain the end proposed. Many a man of deep calcu- 
lation, unwearied enterprise, and determined pursuit, 
who has “ compassed sea and land” to enrich himself, 
that his “dwelling places may descend to future gene- 
rations, and that he may call his lands after his own 
name,” has been compelled to acknowledge, “that 
the race is not always to the swift, nor the battle to the 
strong; neither yet bread to the wise, nor yet riches 
io men of understanding, nor yet favour to men of skill; 
but time and chance happeneth to them all;” that Je- 
hovah can and often has blasted the fairest prospect, 
and that after the toil and labour of three score years, 
he is often perplexed with the thought of “ what he 
shall eat and what he shall drink, and wherewithal he 
shall be clothed;” perhaps not only pennyless, but 
friendless, he is obliged to take refuge in an asylum 

rovided by his country, (the last resort of poverty) till 
be is summoned to appear where talents are to be ac- 
counted for; where the stewardship of a long proba- 
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tion has a powerful influence on his eternal destiny, 
and where, if he “ has forgotten God, days without num- 
ber,” and. said, who is the Lord that I should serve 
him,” he may hear that most tremendous, most awful 
sentence, ever uttered by omnipotent power, “ Depart 
rom me, I never knew you.” O, how solemn to reflect 
that there can be one soul who, when the light of life 
expires, will be without hope—without God! In the 
language of a dear, departed saint, on the nag of 
eternal banishment from the divine presence, | close 
the above remarks. 

“Oh my God, should | finally be banished from thy 
favourable presence, amidst thy vast dominions, me- 
thinks there would not be a wretch so completely mis- 
erable. The employments, the pleasures of that heav- 
enly society, calculated to dt me one of the hap- 
piest that ever was admitted into the heaven of heav- 
ens. Hast thou created me for an eternal existence, 
and made me thirst for the waters of life, and must l 
never, never be satisfied with those rivers of living 
water, which flow at thy right hand ? 

“QO, that my head were waters, and mine eyes a 
fountain of tears, could that avail? But O Lord God 
Almighty, thou needest not our imperfect services, nor 
tears; let me be interested in that divine sacrifice seal- 
ed in blood—I ask no more. If thou wilt not extend 
thy mercy, crush me to atoms; but say not in the 
creat day * depart!’ My blood chills through my veins, 
and my soul shrinks back with horror even at the 
thought; oh, how insupportable thy frown—but leave 
me not, neither forsake me, | beseech thee, heavenly 
Father.” Epitor. 


Ademoirs of the Life of the Rev. William Jones, of Nay- 
land ; extracted from his Life, by William Stevens, Esq. 


Curis. JOURNAL. 


Like Zecharias and Elizabeth, this happy couple 
“were righteous before God, walking in all the com- 
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mandments and ordinances of the Lord blameless ;”— 
he in the care of the parish, writing, as nearly as the 
difference of the times would admit, after the copy giv- 
en by the divine Herbert, in the country parson; and 
she, co-operating with him in all bis designs for the 
good of the people committed to his charge. | 

Musick was the delight of his soul, and he was mas- 
ter of it; he understood both theory and practice. In 
a sermon on the nature and excellence of musick, 
preached at the opening of the new organ, in 1787, he 
observes, When we consider the performance of sa- 
cred musick as a duty, much is to be learned from it. 
If musick is a gift of God to us, for our good, it ought 
to be used as such for the improvement of the under- 
standing, and the advancement of devotion. ll our 
church musick tends to keep up our acquaintance with 
the Psalms, those divine compositions, of which none 
can feel the sense, as. musick makes them feel it, with- 
out being edified. ‘The sacred harp of David will still 
have the effect it once had upon Saul; it will quiet 
the disorders of the mind, and drive away the enemies 
of our peace. 

‘Suffer little children to come unto me, (says the 
compassionate Saviour of mankind) and forbid them 
not.’ After the example of his blessed Master, the 
ininister of Nayland was eyer anxious to receive little 
children under his care, and ‘ train them up in the way 
wherein they should go.’ He well knew how to adapt 
his instructions to the understanding of his young dis- 


ciples, and took peculiar pleasure in the exercise of 


this branch of his pastoral office. 

“Feed my lambs.’ He taught them privately in 
his own bouse, and publicly in the church; and his 
catechetical lectures, which were plain, and adapted 
to the capacities of the children, were admirably cal- 
culated for the edification of those of riper years. And 
whereas didactic discourses are for the most part dry 
and tedious, he had the successful art of engaging at- 
tention by making them animated and interesting. 
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There is no learning which he hath not searched m Fy 
to; nothing too hard for his understanding. This man 4 
indeed deserves the name of an author; his books will Y 
get reverence by age; for there are in them such seeds { 
of eternity, they ‘shall last till the last fire shall consume | 
all learning. Y 
From asurvey of what this servant of God has done, ¢ 

it appears how closely through life he kept within the t 
circle of his duty ; the three great subjects with which ! 
a Christian minister is concerned, the word of God, the ( 
Church of God, and the Christian life, having uniformly ' 
been the employment of his thoughts. And as among 
David’s mighty men, who fought his battles, there were ( 


different degrees of merit, some attaining to higher hon- 
ours than others ; so itis among the mighty men who 
fight the battles of the Son of David; and while oth- 
ers aftain their respective bonours, this champion of 
the church militant must be allowed to have attained 
to the honour of the first, and “ sit chief among the cap- 
tains.” 

In the year 1799, “the sorrows of his heart were 
(greatly) enlarged.” They began with a severe trial, the 
irreparable loss of the careful manager of his family 
and all his worldly affairs, his almoner, his counsellor, 
his example, his companion, his best friend, his belov- 
ed wife, with whom he had lived in sweet converse for 


near half a century. 
q 


aa 


O the tender ties 

Close twisted with the fibres of the heart! 

Which broken, break them ; and drain off the soul 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live— 

And is it then to live ? When such friends part 
Tis the survivor dies. 








In a letter to his intimate and dear friend, the Rey. 
Dr. Glasse, on the mournful event, he pours forth all 
his soul; he pathetically describes the distressed state 
of his afflicted mind, and draws a finished portrait of 
his departed saint—Though it should hourly be re- 
membered, he observes in another letter, that when 
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dear friends have lived to their age, it signifies little 
which of them goes first; yet alas! she was so helpful, 
and he so helpless, she so good, and he so weak, his 
memory brought more distress than comfort. This af- 
fliction was soon accompanied by another, and was 
probably the cause of it. “The earthly tabernacle 
weigheth down the mind that museth upon many things,” 
and the mind likewise hath its influence on the earthl 
tabernacle, nothing being more prejudicial to the 
health of the body than grief. “ Heaviness in the heart 
of a man maketh it stoop, and a broken spirit drieth 
the bones.” A paralytick stroke, alas, deprived him of 
the use of one side. This indeed, he so far recover- 
ed, in a short time, as to be able to walk with a stick, 
and to write. By the mercy of God, his understand- 
ing was not in the least affected, which was a great 
happiness ; “his wisdom remained with him. Of the 
finished character of this humble disciple of the bles- 
sed Jesus, a more just idea cannot be given than is 
conveyed in the following letter of his to a particular 
friend, who made him a visit in the course of this sum- 
mer, wherein is shewn how faithfully he copied after 
his heavenly Master, the divine Exemplar—+ Learn of 
me, for | am meek and lowly of heart.” 

“ My Dear Friend—\ hold a pen (and hardly) to 
thank you for your late kind visit, m. the true Christian 
principle, expecting no return. I recollect only one 
circumstanee to make me uneasy. When I showed you 
in the second lesson for last Thursday evening, what I 
took for an ominous passage, ii. Tim. 4, 6.* you asked 
me ifl applied the subsequent verses also. Tt Ianswer- 
ed without thought, yes, and have suffered for it ever 
since; for no mind can be more averse than my own 
to the very appearance of assuming any thing when I am 
rather reneuncing every thing. AllI dare say, or would 
permit any other to say for me, is only to repeat those 


* The time of my departure is at hand. 
t His friend, meaning for his comfort, that he should apply them— 


‘* | have fought a good fight ; henceforth there is laid up for me a 


crown of righteousness.” 
44 
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words which our Saviour used towards the woman with: 
the box of ointment—* He hath done what he could!” 
And as she made an offering at the head of Christ, I 
would offer all that | have at his feet—How much have 
i to say, and how little can be said! I must have anoth- 
er night’s sleep before | can write another letter. 
God bless you. W. Jones.” 

July 30th, 1779.—My birth day. 

/Multos et feltces—many aud happy, says the world— 
“few and evil, says the patriarch.” 

in this infirm state of body, he lived several months. 
« Wearisome nights were appointed unto him,” but his 
months were not altogether “months of vanity.” He 
passed the days in the employment of his thoughts, and 
the exercise of his pen, continuing to do the work of 
God, to demonstrate his wisdom, and to defend his 
truth, till at last, as if he felt himself arrested by the 
hand of death, he suddenly quitted his study and re- 
tired to his chamber, from whenee he came out no 
more, breaking off in the middle of a letter to a friend, 
which, after an abrupt transition from the original sub- 
ject, he left unfinished with these remarkable words, 
the last of which are written in a particularly strong 
and steady manner :—*T begin to feel, as well as un- 
derstand, that there was no possible way of taking my 
poor broken heart from the fatal subject of the grief 
that was daily preying upon it to its destruction, but 
that which Providence hath been pleased to take, of 
turning my thoughts from my mind, to most alarming 
symptoms of approaching death.” Like many other 
good and pious men before him, he had long very much 
dreaded the pains ef death, but to his own great com- 
fort, this dread he completely overcame. The com- 
munion had been frequently administered to him du- 
ring his confinement, and he received it for the last 
time a few days before his death. About the time of 
his departure, as his curate was standing by his bed, 
he requested him to read the 7!st Psalm, which was 
no sooner done. than he took him by the hand and said, 
with great mildness and composure, “If this be dying, 
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Mr. Sims, | had no idea what dying was before ;” and 
then added, in a somewhat stronger tone of voice, 
“thank God, thank Ged, that it is no worse.” He con- 
tinued sensible, after this, j ust long enough to take leave 
of his children, (a son and a daughter) who, being 
both settled at no great distance, had one or other been 
very much with him since the loss of his dear com- 
panion, and had done every thing in their power to al- 
leviate his sorrows, and te comlort him; and on the 
morning of the Epiphany, he expired without a groan 
or a sigh. 

«And when Jacob had made an end of command- 
ing his sons. he gathered up his feet into the bed, and 
yielded-up the Ghost.” 

The following is the letter on the death of his wife, 
to which allusion is made in the foregoing extract. 


THE REV. WILLIAM JONES’ LETTER ON THE DEATH OF HiS 
WIFE. 


My Dear Friend—Though [I am ina very low and 
iouetd state, from the pressure of a troublesome 
memory upon a broken heart, Iam not insensible to 
the expressions of your kind, consolatory letter; for 
which I heartily thank you, and pray that the effect of 
it may remain with me. 

The prospect which has been before me for several 
weeks past, has kept my mind (too weak and soft up- 
on all tender occasions) under continual, and, as I 
feared, insupportable agitation; till after a painful 
struggle, no relief could be found but by bowing my 
head with silent submission to the will of God; which 
came to pass but a few days before the fatal stroke. 

I found it pleasant in time past to to do the work of 
God; to demonstrate his wisdom, and to defend his 
truth, to the hazard of my quiet and my reputation; 
but, O my dear friend! I never knew till now what it 
was to suffer the willof God; although my life has ney- 
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er been long free from great trials and troubles. Nei- 
ther was I sensible of the evil of Adam’s trangression, 
till it took effect upon my blessed companion, of whem 
nor I, nor the world was worthy. If | could judge of 
this case, as an indifferent person, I should see great 
reason to give thanks and glory to God for his mercies. 
We had every preparatory comfort, and death at last 
came in such a form as to seem disarmed of his sting. 

A Christian clergyman of this neighbourhood, who is 

my good friend, administered the communion to her in 
her chamber, while she was well enough to kneel by 

the side of him; and he declared to me afterwards 

that he was charmed and edified by the sight; for that 
the peace of heaven was visible in her countenance.— 

I saw the same; and 1 would have given my life if that 

look could have been taken and preserved; it would 

have been a sermon, to the end of the world. On the 

last evening she sate with me in the parlour, where [ 

am now writing, and | read the lessons of the day to her 

as usual; in the first of which there was this remarka- 

ble passage—“ and the time drew nigh that Israel must 

die.” Of this I felt the effect; but made no remarks. 

On her last morning we expected her below stairs; 

but at eleven o’clock, as I was going out to church, to 

join with the congregation in praying for her, an alarm- 

ing drowsiness had seized upon her, and she seemed as 

a person literally falling asleep; till at the point of 

noon, it appeared that she was gone—but the article of 
her dying could not be distinguished ; it was more like 

a translation. 

I have reason to remember, with great thankfulness, 
that her life was preserved a year longer than | ex- 
pected; in consequence of which I had the blessing 
of her attendance to help and comfort me under a te- 
dious illness of the last summer, under which I should 
probably have sunk, if she had been taken away soon- 
er. It so pleased God that when she grew worse, | be- 
came better, and able to attend her with all the zeal 
the tenderest affection could inspire. But how differ- 
cnt were our services! She, though with the weakness 
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of a woman, had the fortitude of a man, | mean a Chris- 
tian—aud all ber conversation tended to lessen the 
evils of life, while it inspired hope and patience under 
them. The support which she administered was of 
such a sort as might have been expected from an an- 
gel; while I, w hen my turn came, was too much over- 
whelmed with the affliction of a weak mortal. 

My loss comprehends every thing that was most val- 
uable to me on earth. I have lost the manager, whose 
vigilant attention to my worldly affairs, and exact meth- 
od in ordering my family, preserved my mind at liber- 
ty to pursue my studies without ldss of time or distrac- 
tion of thought. Ihave lost my almoner, who knew 
and understood the wants of the poor better than | did, 
and was always ready to supply them to the best of 
our ability. I have lost my counsellor, who generally 
knew what was best to be done in difficult cases, and 
to whom I always found it of some advantage to sub- 
mit my composition, and whose mind, being little dis- 
turbed with passions, was always inclined ‘to peacea- 
ble and christian measures. 

i have lost my example, who always observed a strict 
method of daily devotion, from which nothing could 
divert her, and whose patience, under every kind of 
trial, seemed invincible. 

She was blessed with the rare gift of an equal, cheer- 
ful temper, and preserved it undera long course of ill 
health, | may say for forty years. 

To have reached her age would to her have 
been impossible, without that quiet, humble spirit, 
which never admitted of murmuring and complaining 
even in herself, or others; and patient, quiet sufferers 
were the favourite objects of her private charities.— 
It might be of use to some good people to know that 
she had formed her mind after the rules of the excel- 
lent Bishop Taylor, in his Holy Living and Dying; an 
author of whom she was a great admirer, in common 
with her dear friend Bishop Horne. 

I have lost my companion, whose conversation was 
sufficient of itself, if the world was absent—to the sur- 
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prise of my neighbours, who remarked how much of 
our time was spent in solitude, and wondered what we 
could find to converse about. But her mind was so 
well furnished, and her object so well selected, that 
there were few great subjects in which we had nota 
common interest. I have lost my best friend, who, re- 
gardless of herself, studied my ease and advantage in 
every thing. 

These things may be small to others, but they are 
great to me; “and though they are gone as a vision of 
the night, the memory of them will always be upon my 
mind, during the remainder of my journey, which I must 
now travel alone. Nevertheless, if the word of God 
be my companion, and his holy spirit my guide, [ need 
not be solitary—till I shall once more join my departed 
saint, never more to be separated ; which God grant in 
his good time, according to his word and promise in 
our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 

From your faithful and afflicted, W. Z.” 


The following Poem, by the late Rev. William Jones, 
of Nayland, was composed in Latin, and translated by 
himself. 

Written at a seat, under some sequestered oak, in a 
natural wilderness near Gestingthorpe. 


Hail solitude! how sweet thy shade, 
For holy contemplation made ! 

Far from the world, no more I see 
That stage of sin and vanity. 

While nations rage, :ny ravish’d sight 
1 lift to realms of peace and light, 
And hear celestial voices sing 

The pratse of their immortal King, 
Here would I sit, to peace consign’d, 
And leave a troubled world behind, 
Till angels waft me hence to rest 

In Paradise, among the blest ; | 

With hermits there, to taste of bliss, 
Who walk’d with God in shades like this. 
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Extract froma Letter to a friend, by the Rev. James Her- 
vey, after an interview with the Rev. George Whitefield. 


f have seen lately that most excellent minister of the 
ever-blessed Jesus, Mr. Whitefield. 1 dined, supped, 
and spent the evening with him at Northammpton, (Eng.) 
in company with Dr. Doddridge, and two pious, inges 
nious clergymen of the Church of England, both of them 
known to the learned world by their valuable writings. 
Andygurely, { never spent a more delightful evening, or 
saw "®ne that seemed to make nearer approaches to the 
felicity of heaven. A gentleman of great worth and 
rank in the town, invited us to his house, and gave us an 
elegant treat; but how mean was his provision, how 
coarse his delicacies, compared with the fruit of my 
friend’s lips; they dropped as the honey-comb, and 
were a well of life. Surely, people do not know that 
amiable and exemplary man, or else | cannot but think, 
instead of depreciating, they would applaud and love 
him. For my part, | never beheld so fair a copy of our 
Lord, such a living image of the Saviour, such exalted 
delight in God, such enlarged benevolence to man, 
such a steady faith in the divine promises, and such a 
fervent zeal for the divine glory; and all this witheut 
the least moroseness of humour, or extravagancies of 
behaviour; sweetened with the most engaging cheer- 
fulness of temper, and regulated by all the sobriety of 
reason and wisdom of scripture: In so much that | 
cannot forbear applying the wise man’s encomiums of 
an illustrious woman, to this eminent minister of the 
everlasting gospel: “ Many sons have done virtuously, 
but thou excellest them all.” 

‘To this | would add the opinions of one of the rev- 
erend clergy in Boston. Ina letter to his friend, he 
writes thus:—Oct. 22, 1740—Though it is always a 
singular pleasure to me to hear from you, yet your two 
letters by Mr. Whitefield, had a new circumstance of 
pleasure from the dear hand that presented them. | 
perceive that you were impatient to know what sort of 
entering in he had among us. We (ministers, rulers, 
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and people) generalliy received him as an angel of 
God.—When he preached his Farewel Sermon in our 
Common, there were twenty-three thousand, at a mod- 
erate computation. -We are abundantly convinced that 
you svoke the words of truth and soberness in your 
Sermon, relating to him. Such a power and presence 
of God with a preacher,‘ and in religious assemblies, I 
never saw before; but [ would not limit the Holy One 
of Israel. The prejudices of many are quite conquer- 
ed, and expectations of others vastly out-done, agthe 
freely own. A considerable number are aw ‘ane ‘ 
and many Christians seem to be greatly quickened.— 
He has preached twice at Cambridge; he has one warm 
friend there, Mr. , the tutor, who has followed him 
to Northampton, and will, for what 1 know. to Geor- 
gia. Our Governour has shewn him the highest re- 
spect, carried him in his coach from place to place, 
and could not help following him fifty miles out of town. 

[hope the religion of the country will fare the bet- 
ter for the impressions left on him. 

The same gentleman writes, Dec. 2, 1740. The man 
greatly beloved, | suppose, may be with you before 
now. That his visit here will be a distinguished mer- 
cy of heaven to many, | am well satisfied ; every day 
gives me fresh proofs of Christ’s speaking in him. 

A small set of gentlemen amongst us, when they saw 
the affections of the people so moved under his preach- 
ing, would attribute it only to the force of sound and 
gestures. But the impressions on many are so lasting, 
and have been so transforming as to carry plain signa- 
tures of a divine hand going along with them. 
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